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Ti: response to this advertisement, run by a big Boston corporation, was enormous 
Hundreds of applicants presente | themselves, but one by one, they were turned down 
Their training and knowledge of business principles was not broad enough to fit them for 

the position. What was wanted was a man with a big mind —a man who knew the great funda 


mental principles upon which all business is built. 
There are many big positions waiting, right now, for men who are prepared to fill then 


Yet qualified men are seldom found. There is a dearth of good material, a famine in the mar- | 
ket. In almost every big business there are $10,000—and even $15,000 positions open—waiting | 


for the right men to step in. 


Study the Big Fundamental Principles 
Behind Your Work 


You feel and know that you have the capacity for greater success. But conscientious work 
alone will not fit you to get ahead. You must be prepared, before you can hope to rise much 
above your present position. You must master the big fundamental principles behind the work 
you are now doing and which underlie the job ahead of you. 

It is just these broad business principles that the Alexander Hamilton Institute is teach- 
ing to more than 40,000 men in America today 


Based Upon the Actual Experience ot 
Thousands of Successful Business Men 


The Institute collects, classifies and transmits to you thru the Modern Business Course 
and Service the best thought and practice in modern business. It will give you a thoro and 


sound training in the fundamental principles underlying all departments of business—it will 
“ive you a knowledge that could be otherwise obtained only by years of bitter experience— if 


; 
it all. 


Advisory Council 


Business and educational authority of the highest standing is represented in the Advisory 
Council of the Alexander Hamilton Institute This Advisory Council includes Frank A 
Vanderlip, President of the National City Bank; Judge E. H. Gary, head of the U. S. Stec! 
Corporation; John Hays Hammond, the eminent engineer; Joseph French Johnson, Dean of 
the New York University School of Commerce, and Jeremiah W. Jenks, the statistician and 
economist. 


The Kind of Men Enrolled 


Among the 40,000 subscribers are such men as H. C. Osborn, President, American 
Multigraph Sales Co.; Melville W. Mix, President of the Dodge Mfg. Co., a $1,500,000 
corporation; Geo. M. Verity, President of the American Rolling Mills, a $5,000,000 corpo 
ration; William H. Ingersoll, Marketing Manager of the biggest watch company in the world 


N. A. Hawkins, General Sales Manager of the Ford Motor Co., and scores of other equal 
prominent men. 

In the Standard Oil Co., 215 men enrolled in the Alexander Hamilton Institute; in the 
U. S. Steel Corporation, 450; in the National Cash Register Co.. 173: in the General Electri 
Co., 240; in the Pennsylvania Railroad, 76; and so on down the list of the biggest concerns it 


America. 
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Forging Ahead in Business 
A careful reading of this 128 page book “Forging Ahead in Business," copy of which we 
will send you free, will repay you many times over. It will help measure what you know—what 
you don't know, and what you should know—to make success sure This Course and Service 
will fit you to grasp the opportunities that are bound to come to those who are prepared. 


Alexander Hamilton Institute 
532 Astor Place, New York City 


Send me ‘‘Forging Ahead in Business’’—-FREE 
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PHARAOH’S ARMY AS IT MIGHT HAVE CROSSED THE RED SEA 
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“’s Faces 
OTHING is han 
dier than a face. 
It is able to serve a 
great variety of pur- 
poses. Make one. Use 


the mirror, just like a 
real, sure-enough actor 
when he is rehearsing 
his part alone. 

The straight face is a 
good one for most prac- 
i tical purposes, though 

Q a et grin super- 
imposed is rarely amiss, 





discreet 


eo 


unless, of course, the circumstances call 
for a long face. When the latter is in or- 
der, the long face has got to 


T 


O R I 


me involuntarily whenever and wherever 
we see it. And it becomes our souvenir. 

But the hardened face is too versatile, 
for by all the rules it should settle down 
to immobility. Quite the contrary. It 
preserves instead hard mobility, a sort of 
decorous movie, marvelous if beheld at 
the exact moment of brief transition, but 
as that is difficult, the general effect is 
one of immobility. It is a phenomenon. 

The best definition of a face is a growth. 
With this definition in mind our human 
experience, both objective and subjective, 
becomes a never-ending source of stimu- 
lation, with beyond 
computation, as shown facial 


far 
the 


possibilities 
by 
register. 
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Sixes and Sevens 
OLDING out for more than $25,000.- 
ooo for those Danish West Indies 
makes the King of Denmark at least five 
of the six best sellers. 
# 
Man may be convinced that he is a 
miserable sinner, but there never were 


fewer false teeth sold for gnashing 
purposes than now. 

# 
Here’s your hat, Mr. Candidate. 


What’s your hurry to talk through it? 
c, 

A presidential contest without Gene 
Debs the Socialist candidate and 
Gene Chaffin as the Prohibitionist, does 
look sort of hetereugeneious. 


as 





long one. None other 
will do. 

The charm of the face is due 
to the fact that nobody can ever 
tell what is behind it. Even the 
phrenologists and the mind 
readers don’t know. This is, no 
doubt, a pleasant mystery for 
us all. We are speaking of the 
mature varieties of faces, for as 
to the faces of children, that is 
a matter wholly different. 

The face of a child is some 
thing too sweet and rare ever 
to be submitted to vulgar analy 


be a 











Unless some awkward 
grownup has succeeded in spoil 
ing the spirit of a dear little girl 
or boy, that boy or girl wears a 


countenance that uplifts you and 


sis. 
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UPILECE 


I have never seen such an extraordinary variety of 
wedding presents as they have. 


Dubonnet 


* 

To say you don’t know a person 
very well is usually a tactful way 
of saying you don’t like him 
Vale Record. 

There be those whom to like 
well if you know them is to seat 
truth on the tact. 

& 


“Don’t cough” is the latest 
health slogan.’ They'll be admon 
ishing us to “don’t breathe” next! 

Buffalo Ex pre ss 

Housebroken husbands who 


don’t “cough” daren’t breathe. 
* 

On the sale of those West 

Indies, Danish glee clubs split 

fifty fifty between “Sailing, Sail 





Yes. The bride says they have enough material for 4. ' hack.’ 
bridge prizes to last them the rest of their married life. ing!” and “Isle take thee bac 
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“ Why, Edith’s marriage was simply stupid, considering his income. 


CONVERSATIONS 


CLUBHOUSE 

















NOT WORTH THE RISK 


Really she might as well have married someone she knew.” 


The Duffer Proposes Political Reform Through the Medium of the Bath 


a EMOCRACY,” said the Duffer in a tone of intense sorrow, 
“is a failure.” 

The Scratch Man looked up from the pages of the golf 
magazine he was perusing, but evinced 
no further interest. The New Member 
languidly signalled a passing waiter, and 
ordered cooling refreshments, but made 
no other sign of attention. The Duffer 
was unabashed. 

“Democracy,” he 
“is a failure 


repeated in a 
louder tone, a pronounced 
failure.” 

“Yes?” mildly interrogated the New 
Member. “I think pronounced 
it correctly. The accent is on the antepenultimate 4s 

“Shut up. “You know what I mean,” said the Duffer. “I 
mean that the theory is wrong. One man isn’t as good as 
another.”’ 

“Oh! You think 
you'd spread that doctrine. 
husky bricklayers, or blacksmiths. 
would send flowers.” 

“But they aren’t equal,” persisted the Duffer. 

“On what grounds?” 

Well 





ye yu 


said the Scratch Man. “I wish 
Spread it before a crowd of nice, 


The New Member and I 


not? 


everyone isn’t equally clean, for one thing.” 


**Oh—then would regulate things on a cleanliness 
basis?” 

“By George, that’s an idea!” exclaimed the Duffer. “I 
admit that you usually aren’t afflicted with many of that sort 
of thing, but you really hit something there. <A universal 


That would be some- 


you 


Democracy run on a cleanliness basis! 
thing like!”’ 

“How would you, in your infinite wisdom, regulate it?” 
said the Scratch Man. 

“Well, it would be this way. 
should have a number of votes equal to the number of baths 


very man over twenty-one 


he took yearly.” 

“What! !” shouted his audience. 

‘I mean it. Thus a man would regulate his power in the 
community by his method of living. I defy any man to remain 
ignoraat and brutal under the refining influence of the daily 
bath. our inhabitants 
would walk abroad in the high consciousness of bodily white 


Mur country would become spotless 


ness 
‘*Redness,”” interrupted the New 
idea how that yellow soap scratches.” 
Politics would be purified, the Millennium would arrive 
well ahead of schedule, Utopia would be achieved in a flash 
“In a splash, you mean,” said the Scratch Man. ‘What 
I want to know is, how are you going to prove that people bathe 


Member. ‘ You’ve no 





every day? And how are you going to 
prevent unscrupulous persons from tak- 
ing three or four baths a day, and so 
collaring all 
the votes?” 

“Three 
hundred and 
sixty-five 
would be a 
man’s limit,” 








“Swe said the Duf- 
is fer firmly. 
HY “And I sup- 
a A wee — A . pose someone 
: ‘ould invent 

aun COUld inve 





an attach- 
ment for bathtubs to show the number of 
times it had been used. Really, it’s a 
wonderful scheme. You’ve no idea the 
difference a bath makes in a man’s 
character.” 

“Tknow,”’ murmured the Scratch Man. 
“T heard you once when you turned on 
the hot water in the shower by mistake. 
I had no idea your character was so—er 
—fluent.”’ 

“You're a couple of idiots,” snapped 
the Duffer. ‘“ Mine would be an ideal 
Republic, and its motto would be——” 

“In Soap We Trust?” suggested the 
Scratch Man. 

“A Bath a Day 
Corruption Away?” 
Member hopefully. 

“Its motto,” said the Duffer scath- 
ingly, ‘““would be ‘Cleanliness is Next 
to Godliness.’” 

“That’s a good motto,” said the 
Scratch Man, “‘but you’ve forgotten one 
thing. The Soap Trust would run your 
Republic inside of a week. You would 
see headlines like this: 
“OVERWHELMING VICTORY FOR 

SAPONACEOUS PARTY!!! 


“LATHER GOES DOWN TO DEFEAT 
—PLOT SUSPECTED. 


Keeps Political 
supplied the New 


“*Owing to the recent cornering of 
the soap market by the hirelings of the 
Saponaceous Party, coupled with a 
shortage in the water supply in the 
more arid districts, the Saponaceous 
Party succeeded in electing its candi- 
date by the majority of thirty-two baths 
and a hasty scrub. It is charged that 
the Saponaceous Party took advantage 
of the fact that the year has an extra 
day, and by bathing steadily from six 
in the morning till midnight succeeded 
in electing their candidates. A number 
of votes in the poorer districts were 
thrown out because some heeler hid the 
towels, thus preventing registration until 
too late, as the sun was not hot enough to 
act as an efficient substitute.’ 

“That’s the sort of thing that would 
happen. Your Utopia would go to 
pieces in a whirl of soapsuds. You would 
be remembered as the man who tried 
to wash the Nation. You would 





Ballade of the Swarthy Sicilian 
HE swarthy Sicilian he hasn’t a million 
And doesn’t know where he can get one. 
He runs a shoe-shinery (back end’s his dinery) 
But why let such poverty fret one? 
He sleeps in a cot where he eats, like as not, 
And smells of wild-cherry shoe-dressing ; 
His hair’s full of grease and he’s pizen for 
peace 
Till such becomes dull and depressing. 
And then— 
This swarthy Sicilian hones up his stiletto 
And punctures a relative down near the 
Ghetto. —Strickland Gillilan. 


On the Country Club Veranda 
Dobbler (speaking excitedly and hold- 
ing illustrative hands about fourteen 
inches apart)—Looky, Cobb! What'd 
you say if I told you I landed one like 
that? 





find that the men of the Country 
would act under your regime of 
soap and water exactly as a 


favorite shirt does under the 
same process.” 
“How’s that?” asked the 


Duffer unguardedly. 
“They would run,” said the 
Scratch Man. 
—F. Gregory Hartswick. 


Those Women 
“He was pleased to say how 
well I held my age,” announced 
Mrs. Fortey. 
“Why shouldn’t you?” snapped 
a neighbor. “Think of the years 
of practice you’ve had.” 


Dangerous 








Cobb (judicially calm)—Huh! That 
depends. Trout—no. Putt—maybe. 
f- 
/\ ? 








oe 


— 





Whenever I read of harmful strife, 
Illicit romances attending, 

I think how oft a dual life 
May bring about a duel ending. 


IT CAME TO HIM 


Blinks—Did you go away for the summer, old man ? 


Jinks—I didn’t have to. 


I found it right here. 





























“Mother, when will I be old enough to wear short dresses like you ?”’ 














An Autumn Sweetheart 
WEETHEART, 
tion 
(And I trust you will not mind!) 
That your eyes are like the gentian 
Swaying in the autumn wind; 
That the maple’s colors rimple 
Through your cheeks both out and in; 
And that there’s a witching dimple 
In your chin! 


I should like to men 


Sweetheart, I should like to tender 
This remark (if you'll permit!) 

Phat, although you may look slender, 
You've a figure that is “fit;”’ 

You're the stuff that dreams are made of, 
With a smile to banish woe, 

And with soft hair just the shade of 
Golden-glow! 


Sweetheart, should I call you sprightly, 
I am sure you’d not be miffed, 

For you tread the lawn as lightly 
As the dancing thistle-drift; 

And your low voice seems to capture, 
In the fragrant twilight hush, 

All the fond departing rapture 
Of the thrush! 


Sweetheart, I should like to linger, 
And this lyric strain prolong, 
Did not time’s remonstrant finger 
Put a pause upon my song; 
Yet I must add this—this only 
If I yield you homage due;— 
Life were loveless, life were lonely, 
But for you! —Clinton Scollard. 


No Change 
667-\H-YAH! I reckon you're right 
about not finding much change 
in Petunia,” grimly said the proprietor 
of the Tote Fair store, addressing a 
friend who had been absent for several 
years. “The good ladies of the commu 
nity have been raising money for vari 
ous worthy but hitherto-unheard -of 
causes, the picture enlargers and cyclo- 
peedee agents have been thicker than fid- 
dlers in Tophet, and then here comes a 
circus last week and mops up what lit- 
tle there was left. Yep!—if you can find 
any change here I wish you would let 

me know where it is at!” 

Her Committee 


Mrs. Knicker—Did you join the club? 
Mrs. Newrich—Yes, I'm on the Com- 


mittee on Ways and Meanness. 


Quandary 
HERE’S a sun that shines and 
to take, 

\ sky that beckons, a wind that calls, 
And my heart is feeling the old-time ache 

The wander fever that burns and thralls, 
And the chains of duty I fain would break 

And free myself from my prison walls. 


Some Languages Are Not Built for Speed 

Colonel Krautheim—I want to speak 
to the boss confidentially, but there is a 
lady in there. 

Private Secretary—Why 
speak to him in German? 
understand German. 

Colonel Krautheim 
few minutes. 


a re vad 


don’t you 
She doesn’t 


But I have only a ; 5 
But—here at home there’s a wife to keep 


And a flock of children that cost a pile, 
And the price of living is far from cheap 
And the bills mount up in a fearful style, 
So however my gipsy heart may leap 
The rest of me’ll stay on the job a while! 
—Berton Braley 


The Screechless Drama 
Visiter—What kind of a soprano is she? 
Impresario—Well, I think she would 

do well in a moving picture. 
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Brother—Come on, Nellie! Remember you promised you'd buy lickerish with it, 
so you can't change your mind! 
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A cross marks the spot to which you are expected to proceed when your wife demands that you “ meet her half way.” 


MARKOWITZ AND HENRY Discuss Theatre Passes, or Something for Nothing 


By LOU 


me about them passes!” angrily shouted Max Mar- 

kowitz, the skirt manufacturer, to Henry Shapiro, his 
bookkeeper and brother-in-law. ‘‘Ain’t I got enough trouble 
a whoie day between the price com- 
mittee with their increases and them 
cut-throat buyers with their reduc 
tions, trying to make things balance, 
so I make a little something for my- 
self in the middle—and here you 
come around and bother me about 
something for notting? It ain’t no 
use, Henry, I won’t get them. And 
don’t you fool yourself and think 
that when you get a pass to theatre 
you're getting something———”’ 

“A fine brother-in-law you are,” interrupted Henry with a 
gesture of disgust. ‘For five years you are a customer from 
Kent and Kantrowitz, trimmings, and what is it if you ask 
Kantrowitz’s sister Fannie what has a goveshe friend Billy 
Geffen, what’s a stenographer by Max Schonberg & Co., manu 
facturers from theatre costumes, to get you a pass from an actor 
what comes in there regelar every day? Will it cost you some- 
thing to ask?” 

“Henry,” replied Markowitz, “take my advice. If you 
want to take Sadie Goldman to the theatre, spend a dollar and 
finish it; but if you’ll get a pass, it will— 

“What do you think I am, a backnumber?” broke in Henry. 
excitedly. ‘Do you think I want to go way up and sit down 
in the family circle with such a fine goil like Miss Goldman? 
Such wages you give me that I can’t even take her, what’s a 
regelar lady and used to box seats, to a show like a gentleman. 
And if I ask you to try and get me tickets—what wor’t cost 


‘6 | AOR THE millionth time I tell you, Henry, don’t bother 





’ 


RAB 


you a cent, only you got to open your mouth a little, you holler 
at me like I was trying to borrow from you your last penny. 
Alleright. I won’t bother you no more about the tickets, but 
remember, Max, I want a raise at least ——”’ 

“Don’t be a lemech, Henry,” said Markowitz soothingly, 
‘and think I don’t want to do you a favor and get you a pass. 
If you want it so badly, I'll get it, but remember if it costs me 
anything you got to pay for it.” 

“Alleright, gesettled,”” agreed Henry, nodding his head, 
“T’ll stand all the charges. Fool that you are! Do you think 
that Kantrowitz, by whom you are such a good customer, will 
charge you something if his sister’s friend gets a pass from a big 
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Miranda—Do you believe opposites attract each other, professor ? 
Professor—I certainly do! The tallest woman | know makes the 
best shortcake I ever ate. 
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actor? Ha! Ha! it’s a joke! I’m satisfied to pay all expenses, 
only get me two good seats for notting for Sadie and me.” 
rhis conversation between Markowitz and Henry took place 
on a Thursday morning. On the following Monday Max 
Markowitz upon opening a letter marked “personal,” handed 
Henry a printed slip of paper upon which was written in pencil, 
Monday night,”’ upon receipt of which Henry 
jumped joyfully over to the telephone and after a few moments’ 


‘Pass two, 
conversation arranged an appointment with Sadie Goldman. 
Next morning, Henry arrived late in the office. Markowitz did 
not comment upon his late arrival, but said, ““ Wu, Henry, how 
did you like the show? Did you get your money’s worth?” 
“Sure,” replied Henry, rubbing his hands with satisfaction 
It cost me notting 
Markowitz 
this 


“IT got more than my money’s woith. 

“It cost you notting?” asked 
with a knowing smile. ‘You ain’t seen 
morning’s mail yet 

“What do I care for this morning’s mail?” 
asked Henry, with a far-away look in his eyes. 
“When a man goes to theatre with orchestra 
seats like a sport and gentleman with the nicest 
goil in the woild, what has eyes like diamonds 
and smiles like sunshine, do you think he gives 
a care for the morning mail, or the month’s 
mail, or the whole year’s mail? I tell you them 
passes was woith a fortune to me! Especially 
when I think that the whole pleasure cost me 
only twenty cents carfare and twenty cents for 
high-class ice-cream sodas it makes me feel so 
good like 

“But you ain’t seen this morning’s mail,” 
persisted Markowitz. 

“Oh, don’t bother me about this morning’s 
mail,” replied Henry, “what do I care for 
mail? This morning’s mail ain’t 
got notting to do with me.” 

“Ain’t it, though?” retorted 
“just listen to this: 


For business? 


Markowitz, 


“* Dear friend Markowitz: We hope you enjoyed 
yourself foist-class in the theatre last night, and trust 
you will not insist on a reduction of a three per cent 


LOVE 





Samantha (exasperated) 
Silas (ditto) 


LErrErRs 


discount, as you know our terms are two per cent. off, ten days. 
We shall be pleased to send you another pass any time you request. 
Your friends, 
KENT AND KANTROWITZ.’ 


Henry, that will cost you three dollars and forty cents. Do 
you think I can hold them up for an extra per cent. discount, 
like I did before, if they are so kind to get me passes? What 
are you looking so frightened for, Henry? Wait—wait! listen 
to this: 


“* Dear Mr. Markowitz: Enclosed please find two one-dollar tickets 
for the charity dance given by the New York Consumptive Reliei 
League of which Iam a member. Trusting that you enjoved your- 
self last night with the passes I gave my brother for you, I remain, 
Cordially yours, FANNIE KANTROWITZ.’ 


Silas, there ye go again, gettin’ yer sleeve in the gravy! 


Gosh ding it! That's what I git fer eatin’ with my coat on! 














“Oi, gewald!” cried Henry, but before he could continue, 
Markowitz read another letter: 


‘Wax Markowits§ Dear Sir: Miss Fannie Kantrowitz informed 
me that it was for you I got a pass at theatre, 
and I hope you had the time of your life. As we 
are giving a charity bazaar in the Bronx, will you 
please send us a skirt to be sold to the highest 
bidder? Thanking you in advance for your good 
heart, I am Very truly yours, 
BILLy GEFFEN.’ ” 


“What, another one?” exclaimed Henry, 
as Markowitz started to read another letter. 
“You ought to thank God it’s the last one,” said Marko- 








witz, reading 


“*Dear Sir. Twas informed by my friend Billy Getien of Max 
Schonberg & Co. that you are a manufacturer of skirts and it was for 
you that { obtained a pass. May I ask you kindly to send on approval 
the latest model serge skirt (length 34, belt 24, hips :8) 
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The Cause of Murder 

WAS looking for my latch-key. It had slipped through a 

tiny hole in my pocket. The discovery of the hole and 
the loss of the key had been made simultaneously. I retraced 
my steps slowly. It was a scorching hot day. The sun 
beat down upon the sidewalk with relentless fury. Back, 
back with measured tread I moved . .. my eyes burning 
into every inch of that sizzling asphalt. Suddenly I heard an- 
other foot-step near me, and the cheery voice of a neighbor 
broke the stillness. ‘‘ Looking for something?” he said. 

William Sanford. 


Following Instructions 

The 

heiress. 

“Oh, well,” he mused, philosophically, ‘the 
ordered me to give up rich things, anyhow.” 


dyspeptic wooer had just been refused by the 


doctor has 





to my lady friend, May Benson, at the Hotel McAlpin? 
Hoping that you enjoyed my acting last night, J am 
Sincerely yours, Joun Stoney Carew.’ 


Henry, don’t forget to charge to your account 
eleven dollars with sixty cents, which you will 
please take off from your week’s wages.” 
“Gott in himmel! how much will there be left?” 
moaned Henry. 
“Notting, notting,” 
ling. “for wanting something 


replied Markowitz chuck- 
for notting.”’ 


His Abysmal Meanness 
CERTAIN man came home one night in an 
absolutely proper and immaculate condition 
from an extended session with friends of his boyhood. 
His wife fell upon him, glared like a basilisk at his 
raiment, smelled his breath, made him pronounce 
“Walla Walla,” “Simon Swizzle, the thistle sifter,”’ 
and so forth, and otherwise gave him the once 
over several times in succession. Having found not 
the least thing amiss with him she burst into a flood 

of tears. 

“You monster! You brute!"’ she sobbed. “What 

is there for me to find fault about?” 


Union Hours 
The boss (sententiously)—Time flies! 
Star employee—Sure, if you say so—but won't 
the flies demand overtime? 


Their Absence Makes Our Hearts Grow Fonder 
The women who sued to insist on keeping 














parrots seem to have gone the way of the men 
who used gold toothpicks. 


A VERY RESTIVE STEED 
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HE poets like to sing glad lays about the happy farmstead 
days, and of blithe tillers of the soil who warble sweetly 
as they toil. What pretty things the poets say, about the 

fragrant new-mown hay, about the clover-scented gale, about 
the milkmaid and her pail! 

You’d think, from what the singers say, that farmers loat 
around all day, enjoying many pleasant thrills, admiring cow 
slips by the rills. 

They don’t get up at four o'clock to feed the hungry, how! 
ing stock, to carry ninety pails of swill to porkers screaming fit to 
kill; to curry countless mules and mares, that wheel and kick 
them unawares; to feed the calves, a hungry drove, and pack in 
cordwood for the stove. 

Oh, no; the farmers only rise to see the gorgeous eastern 
skies; to watch the sun, with gleaming blades, illume the world, 
disperse the shades; to see the splendor of the dawn—that’s 
why they rise, so help me, John! 

They do not walk the long, long field, with visions of a 
bounteous yield; they are not there to plow or sow, to kill the 
milkweed with a hoe, to labor nineteen hours a day, that wile 
and bairns may have their hay. They walk the vale and climb 
the hill to see some vagrant daffodil, and when they find it, 
down they sit, and throw a mild ecstatic fit. Sometimes, while 
wielding scythes or hoes, they come across a prairie rose, lik« 
some bright diamond on the sward; for all their toil this is 
reward. 

While weeding out their beans and peas they hear the music 
of the breeze; and he who hears that wondrous strain isamply 
paid for all his pain. I’d gather cockleburs all day, and never 
ask for other pay, than just to hear the zephyrs sigh a sweet and 
soothing lullaby. And then to see and hear the birds—a joy 
beyond all art of words! The farmers gladly swing the axe till 
they have stitches in‘their backs, and not a grief disturbs their 
souls—they hear the wrens and orioles! 

No other life has equal charm, so let us go back tothe farm. 


Presidential Problems 
Martha Washington—Where is the Father of His Country? 
Presidential Minion—Down in the library settling the 
strike of the clocks. 
Martha Washington—Tell him to come right here. There's 
a woman wants him to arbitrate her husband 





BALL BURYINGS 
OW IS THE time when, like provident squirrels 
We must secrete in the hollows and crannies of 
trunks 
Our store of redolent moth balls; 
Burrowing, burying them, 
Cramming them into crevices, 
Crumbling them into creases, 
Patiently poking them into pockets, 
Stowing them away with zeal 
And a nose-bewildering sensation of camphor. 


These glittering globules are not mere quiescent odor 
mines, 

Waiting for a moth to set them off: 

Far from it, 

They are spheres of activity 

Of an aggressively olfactory sort, 

Radiating aromas in every direction, 

Permeating the whole fabric of society apparel with 
their propaganda, 

And eloquently proclaiming, 

As they go their rounds, 

That all’s smell. 


But Nature is wonderful. 

When the days grow colder 

And the regalia 

That all summer long has fumed in confinement, 

Is dragged out, 

She will send fresh autumn winds to the rescue 

And gradually free our garments from their nasal stigma, 
From the unfortunate impression 

That something died in the wool.—Lanion Mackall 














“Want to buy a six-shooter, mister, fully loaded >” 
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HOW the gentleman in right away!” This to his 
office boy as Randall Reynall studied a card 
with a reminiscent smile. The card read: ‘*The 
Hon. Cholmondeley Bigge.”’ 

That gentleman came in leisurely, and noth- 
ing aside from his disengaged manner disclosed the English- 
man. From his card many not knowing him might picture 
a bored person wearing a monocle and chewing one end of a 
long, sparse mustache. So much for the influence of the stage. 

The Hon. Cholmondeley Bigge sometimes wore a monocle 
in London, where by virtue of heredity he was expected to affect 
that questionable aid to vision. But a year on a western ranch 
when he was younger had improved his general appearance, 
modified his accent and given him a passion for adapting himself 
toenvironment. ‘Well! Well! What a happy surprise!” Rey- 
nall came from behind an elaborate desk with hand extended, 
and a very pretty stenographer looked up, with general approval 
of the situation, but retired to an inner room. She was no 
eavesdropper. ‘When did you arrive in New York?” 

‘“Hawf an hour ago, old chap. On the Touraine. Been in 
the blooming trenches. Got a bit of a hit. Hospital, and all 
that, and leave for a space. Thought I'd run over, you know.” 

“Mighty glad to see you! I hope you're staying long 
enough to let me get even for the good time you gave me in 
London?” 

“Gay dog still, eh?’ 


’ 








““Yes—on the side. We'll do the town all right. Even a 
married man takes that privilege.” 

“You don’t say! Wonderful! Married, eh?” 

“Yes. To the best little one in the world.” Reynall ruffled 
his brow. ‘‘But what rotten luck! I’ve an important business 
engagement that takes me out of town for two days. Going in 
an hour. But that’ll not prevent you from running down to my 
place for the week end. I'll rush back as soon as possible. 
You'll find it agreeable until I return.” 

‘My luggage is at the hotel. Perhaps I’d better wait there 
until——”’ 

‘““Nonsense! Stay around a hotel when you can have a 
bully time? There'll be a lot of guests down there—friends of 
ours. Golf, dancing and plenty of other diversion. You can 
take a cab with me now. I leave town on the same line. We'll 
pick up your luggage at the hotel. How I wish I could defer 
this trip! But it means a lot ef money. I’m making it in 
bundles, and want to keep it up.” 

“You Americans are never satisfied with enough, old 
chap!” 

“But don’t you see? My wife had the place—worth a mil- 
lion—as a wedding gift. I want to even things up!” 

“Oh! Aw! Yes. Commendable industry.” 

They rode to the Grand Central Terminal together later. 
Here Reynall was greeted by a young woman. Bigge thought 
he had seen her before. 























‘Gentleman Jake 
“My secretary, Miss Marigold,” said 
Reynall. ‘Mr. Bigge, Miss Marigold.” 

There was nothing secretarial-looking 
about the young woman, who seemed to 
have been dressed for competition in a 
fashion show. 

Reynall carefully indicated the train 
Bigge was to take, and entered a car with 
Miss Marigold just as the engine made 
a warning noise. 

Bigge arrived at his host’s country 
place at an hour when the guests were 
enjoying themselves afield. But Reynall 
had wired a chauffeur to meet Bigge at 
the station, and had given him a word of 
introduction to Mrs. Reynall scribbled on 
a card. 

The place was so charming that Bigge 
lost no time in inspecting its nearer beau- 
ties. He was treated with fine courtesy 
by the servants, one of whom indicated a 
picturesque walk that might be taken be 
fore the hostess returned. 

Bigge was passing out of a driveway 
when he encountered a very pretty young 
woman modishly dressed as an equestri 
enne sitting under a great tree with a rest 
built aboutit. Bigge and the young 
woman started with one impulse of sur 
prise, and there was embarrassment on 
both sides. She took his extended hand 
diffidently. 


SOCIETY NOTE 


’ took first prize at Mrs. Plunk de Plunk’s bridge 


‘This is amazing!"’ she said, resum- 
ing her seat with a forced smile. 
“Oh! Isit? Tome, surely. My friend 
Reynall sent me down, you know, 
guest. Hope I don’t intrude! Just came 
over. Been in France with the army.” 
“Oh!” 
“You 
years ago, 
pointed, you know. 


as a 


left London so suddenly two 
with no word! I was disap- 
Pardon me, please!” 














Bashful youth—Y ou look cold sitting here 
alone, Miss Grey. Shall |—er—take off my 
coat and put it round you ? 

ly Grey—You may put your coat round 
me, if you like, but—er—lI see no reason to 
take it off. 


ae 





party last evening.” 


His glance expressed something beyond 
mere admiration. 

“T had cause to leave.” 

“Yes? I’m awfully sorry 
thought 

“You thought you could continue a 
mere flirtation indefinitely?” 

“A flirtation! I never was so pro 
foundly in earnest in my life!” 

She laughed. ‘Were you 
foundly in earnest—TI suppose you still 
are-—with Lady Beringer? She is charm- 
ing. [ will admit, though a widow!” 

‘Lady Beringer! Idle gossip. I felt 
like prosecuting 7/e Babbler for the report 
it published. There was no engagement 
And I broke with her two days after I 
met vou.” 

“Oh!” 

“And now—the pleasure of seeing you 

-the possibility of —say an understand 
ing—I suppose you are a guest here 
also?” 


“Tam Mrs. 


really. | 


also pro- 


Reynall.” 


They Also Serve 
Captious City Editor—You say in this 
that he served as vice-president 
a vice-president serve? 
-he’s a waiter. 


story 
Can 

Reporter —Serve 
Where? In France 


Somme. 
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A FISHING 


A Mere Nothing 
6¢ A FTER all,” said the near-philoso 
pher, “‘money isn’t: much.” 

“No.” agreed the real philosopher, 
“money isn't 
much. It is only 
food, clothing, 
shelter, leisure, 
increase in peace 
of mind and 
freedom from 
worry, motor 
cars, yachts, the 
ability to travel, 
the services of 





cooks, menials, artisans, milliners, dress 
makers, tailors, architects, landscape gar 
deners, doctors and nurses, the ownership 
of beautiful works of art and good books, 
the respect of your neighbors, the society 
of cultured people, a college education Tor 
your children and a seat in legislative 
halls if you care for one. Aside from that, 
money isn’t much.”—W alter G. Doty. 


What Did He Do? 
He—For two cents I'd kiss you! 
She—Can you change a nickel? 





The Unchangeable Thing About Waist- 
Lines 
A Villanelle 
WONDROUS thing is Daphne's waist 
Tho’ never in the same place twice, 
*Tis most conveniently embraced! 


\round her knees one day ‘tis placed 
Leaps three feet higher in a trice! 
\ wondrous thing is Daphne's waist! 


And be it yielding and unlaced, 
Or be it squeezed as in a vise, 
*Tis most conveniently embraced! 
Now up, now down, in stylish haste 
It jumps, providing fashion’s spice: 
\ wondrous thing is Daphne’s waist! 
Where’er it shifts, it’s in good taste; 
Where’er it is, I find it nice! 
*Tis most conveniently embraced! 
I only ask that it be graced 
By two arms (mine, to be precise!) 
A wondrous thing is Daphne's waist: 


*Tis most conveniently embraced! 


K. L. Roberts 


Not All in the Water 
Tom—See any sharks while bathing’ 
John—Well—I perceived a few on the 


board-walk. 





TRIP DE LUXE 


Due Credit 
«¢] WAS reading the other day,’’ said 
skimpy little Mr. Meek, “that firm 
ness of purpose is one of the most 
necessary sinews of character and one 
of the best instruments of success. I be 
lieve it, too, for I am sure that without 
firmness my wife would never have been 
able to make me the model husband that 
everybody says I am.” 
Afterward 
Women are frank with each other 
after their friendship has been inter- 


rupted. 
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JUST HIS DISH!--A HEARTY DINNER 
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AT THE BEVERLY COUNTRY CLUB, 
Why did Beatrice Ag = her engagement to Jimmy ? 


CHICAGO 


Hermione-——He was teaching her golf, and said that she'd have to keep 
ead down and bend her knees, and she said she wouldn't do that for anyone 
































Country Justice—Ten and costs for reckless driving. 
Young motorist—Listen, Judge! We were on our way to your office to have 


you marry us. 
Justice—Twenty and costs, then. You're a darned sight more reckless than | 


thought you were. 


Plat du Jour 
W HEN I was a child 
I had good plain food, of course, 
}aked potatoes, spinach, 
Lamb chops, apple sauce and rice pudding. 


[ used to think 

Of what [ would order when I grew up. 

Now I am grown up 

But on account of my children 

[ still have plain food, 

Just the same old simple diet, 

Baked potatoes, spinach, 

Lamb chops, apple sauce and rice pudding. 

Looking ahead I see 

That presently there will be grandchildren, 

And for their sakes 

[ will go on having plain food, 

Baked potatoes, spinach, 

Lamb chops, apple sauce and rice pudding. 

It is my earnest hope 

That before my digestion gives out 

I can vary the menu 

With lobster, caviare, truffles, aspic and 
ortolans. Kate B. Burton. 


Paymasters and Paymasters 

“Brethren,” said the minister, “next 
Sabbath the pastor’s text will be, ‘The 
Sure Paymaster—the Wages of Sin Is 
Death.’ Immediately after the service 
the session will meet to discuss ways and 
means to make up the deficit in the 
pastor's salary.” 


Two Varieties 


Willis—Where did you spend your 
vacation? 

Gillis—Swampscott Inn. 
Willis—What kind of a place is it 
the kind where you wish you had brought 
your family or the kind where you are 

sorry vou brought them? 


And Besides 

Neighbor—Does your man take you 
to the movies? 

She—Not much. Time I get my dishes 
washed and the house redd up and the 
babies to bed and the children’s clothes 
mended, I’m dead for sleep. And _ be- 
sides, you know he’s so busy agitatin’ 
for the eight hour day. 


ee 
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From a Sinner’s Diary 

KNOW a man who always hoes ahead 

of the cultivator. When it’s so much 
easier after! And all one to the culti- 
vator. 

Whether you like it or not, that’s the 
way it is. 

Life is not always as gay as ‘tis by 
spells. 

To make ’em bawl: “Now if you cry 
you can’t go.” 

There’s love and hate and neither 

Sorry day when someone shows you 
yourself. 

A homely person feels pretty, no ques- 
tion about it. 

I’d rather be wrinkly than fat and 
wrinkly both. 

My pa is hoeing his oats. 

I'd as soon miss having a coat once as 
to lug one nineteen times when | didn't 
want it. 

A washboard’ll last me about the 
longest of any farm tool. 

I told a man I wished I were as gifted 
a liar as he. He said I was way ahead 
of where he was at my age. 

He: ‘‘What ye rubbin’ clothes by hand 
for after you harped till you got a washin’ 
machine?”’ She: ‘For the same reason 
you mow the fence corners with a 
scythe, having a mowing machine.” 

Nobody buys that kind only somebody 
that can’t. —Lynette Freemire. 


ANOTHER FORTUNE LOST IN WALL STREET 


-_- 











By ce rTeaEes 


‘6 AY!" said the Tired Business Man, “I saw a play 
last night that I won't forget for a while— The Guilty 
Man’. I’ve seen some thrillers in my time, I guess; 
but I never felt so—so-——er—wobbly as I did after seeing that 
show. The trial scene was a corker!” 

“The trial inquired the Suburbanite, with the 
least tinge of irony in his voice. “1 thought you were the man 
who abominated all trial scenes.” 

‘| do—generally,”’ replied the Tired Business Man. ** But 
the one in ‘The Guilty Man’ was so much better than any 


scene?” 


of the others I’ve seen that [| have to come around for its 
benefit.” 
The Critic nodded. ‘*The Guilty Man’,” said he, “is a 


remarkable production. I have seldom seen better acting than 
that furnished by Gareth Hughes, particularly in his love 
scenes. Irene Fenwick was splendid, of course; and Emily 
Ann Wellman surpassed herself.” 

The Débutante, who had been listening dreamily, inter- 
posed a word. 

“Did you see ‘The Happy Ending*?”’ 
thought it was too sweet for anything!” 

“*The Happy Ending’ has lived up to its name,” said the 
Critic. “It has ended, and happily—for the theatre-goer 
It was a most hopeless affair, with only one redeeming feature 


she inquired. “I 


the score. That was composed by a real 
musician, and was admirably adapted to the 
scenes.” 

‘Il repeat.” said the Tired Business 
Man, “that ‘The Guilty Man’ is the best 
thing I’ve seen in a long while.”’ 

‘1 didn’t care so much for ‘The Guilty 
Man’,”’ the Débutante. “Anyway, | 
think sex-dramas are stupid. Who’s seen 
the Washington Square Players? I thought 
comedies 


said 


their little one-act were aw 
fully clever, especially *Eugenically Speak 
ing’.”’ 

“Did | hear you say that sex-dramas 


were stupid?” asked the Critic in a mildly 


sarcastic tone. “If ‘Eugenically Speaking’ isn’t a sex 
drama, I don’t know anything about it. But I agree 
that the Washington Square Players are clever. Their 


work is still a bit amateurish, but it is an improvement over 


last year. People who are interested in the progress of the 











CUR TA! 


(NDREN 


drama here should see them. They will learn that there are 
other dramatists than Shakespeare and George M. Cohan.” 

The Débutante giggled. 

“That's awfully clever!”’ she enthused. “I’m going to 
say that at our next bridge-club meeting—may I?” 

The Critic looked a bit taken aback, but nodded permission. 
lhe Suburbanite, who had evidently been waiting for a chance 
to break into the conversation, seized the moment. 

“You people can talk about your melodramas and your 
high-brow comedies all night,”’ he began. “But I like a good, 
funny—really funny—farce. When 1 go to the theatre | 
want to enjoy myself.”’ 

“Indeed?” said the Critic. ‘And have you seen any farce 
of late that fulfils your somewhat, to say the least, elastic 
definition?” 

“Yes, I have,” retorted the Suburbanite. ‘**‘Somebody’s 
Luggage’ comes right up to specifications. Jimmy Powers 
gave me more laughs to the square inch than I’ve had in 
years.” 

“The situations in *‘Somebody’s Luggage’ were a 
antiquated,’* said the Critic. “* But I am bound to agree with 
you that the piece was highly amusing. Also, it provides com- 
plications which do not strain the imagination of the audience 
the breaking-point. This last quality, I may 
farces. 


trifle 


quite lo 


add, is very unusual in modern 
And Mr. Powers is clever — exceptionally 
clever. I rather like to see a farce which 


does not entirely depend for its effect on 
either slapstick antics or risque lines. ‘Some 
body's Luggage’ will repay its audiences 
richly.”’ 

“We seem to be awfully agreeable this 
evening,” said the ‘Tired Business Man. 
“What's gotten into us all?) We usually fight 
over these plays. Here are the Débutante 
and the Suburbanite and friend Andrew and 
you talking theatre—and not a harsh word 
as yet! It’s amazing.” 

“We are a peaceful lot,” said the Critic. 
“But it seems to me that the reason for our peacefulness 
is the number of comedies and farces on the boards—and 
the lack of musical comedies and revues.”’ 

The Tired Business Man is still puzzling over this last 
remark. 
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SUFFRAGE FACTS AND FANCIES by Anna Cadogan Etz 


Why Women Kiss Soldiers 
HEN THE psychologist turns his 
psychological lens on woman 
her heart quakes within her for 
she knows that she is in for some hard 
knocks. Behind all the men of science, of 
religion; behind all the generals and 
statesmen who have accorded praise to 
woman lags the psychologist with wooden 
shoes on his feet. He seems tempera- 
mentally unable to see woman save as a 
weird freak of nature. Never can he 
bring his trained mind to look upon her 
and her doings as though she were an 
ordinary human being, as, in short— 
“just folks.” 

So when a member of the soul-searching 
profession who claimed to have spent 
his life perusing the mind and soul of 
woman; when this gentleman left his 
university chair to grapple with the 
problem of Why women kiss soldiers? 
and to grapple with it on the spot where 
the osculation was in process, the friends 
of woman steeled themselves for the 
worst, which indeed it proved to be. 

As the train pulled out bearing its load 
of thoroughly kissed soldiers and leaving 
the mob of osculatory maidens waving 
a last salute, the psychologist wiped the 
perspiration from his brow and jotted 
down the following observations in his 
note book: 

“A girl who wouldn’t kiss a departing 
soldier deserves spinsterhood and _ will 
probably get it. 

“Its really the uniform that moves 
her to osculation. Without it the rookie 
would go kissless to protect his country. 

“It’s really as protectors that men 
appeal to women. Mobilized soldiers 
mean force—a stirring sight. 

“The hearts of the women could almost 
be seen bursting with admiration. They 
almost worshiped the men in front of 
them. Then one girl started the kissing 
going and the others who came with no 
such osculatory intent rushed into the 
kissing contest. 

“It must be admitted that woman is 
a monster incomprehensible; that the 
workings of her mind are peculiar in 
the eyes of man. 

“Some might call the kissing silly, 
but it is not so,” etc. 


The notes plainly prove that however 
weirdly the mind of woman works in 
point of weirdness the psychologist has 
“beat her to it.” 

As a matter of fact women en masse 
kiss soldiers from mob instinct; as a 
result of the same inward urge that in 
some places moves mobs of men to ex- 
pedite justice—or injustice—with a lynch- 
ing. Men have never been moved to 
kiss women by the wholesale because 
men have never stood in a pack watching 
squads of uniformed women speeding 
away to protect their country while 
martial music lashed the patriotism in 
the men’s breasts to fever heat until 
they must find relief in action, as a mob 
must always, whether the action be 
kissing or lynching. 

But mob instinct is a well-recognized 
enemy of democracy, and should be 
condemned whether it burns a negro or 
kisses a rookie. Yet the psychologist 
would condemn to spinsterhood the 
woman able to keep her lips from the 
lips of a hero. Let not these self-con- 
trolled women be disconsolate. There 
is a man who, speaking from a bitter 
experience, would say that they were the 
only women who should be permitted 
to have husbands at all—Richard Pear- 
son Hobson. 

Already the public has forgotten the 
Maine which it was so strenuously ad- 
jured to remember, but never will it 
forget how Hobson was dragged from his 
high pedestal of herodom into the slime 
of nation-wide ridicule by a series of 
osculatory mobs reaching from one end 
of the country to the other. Wanted: 
A psychologist who can see women as 
human beings and, when he finds mob 
instinct in the collective female mind, 
will brand it for the vicious thing it is. 


Still Listed Together 

6¢T WOULD like to get you to print 

suffrage items in your paper,”’ said 

the suffrage press worker to the local 

editor as she sidled a bit furtively into 

his editorial den. And she queried hope- 

fully, ‘“‘ You do believe in votes for women, 
don’t you?” 

With courtly solemnity the editor, who 

chanced to be of the Colonel Carter type, 


replied, ‘‘ Madam, never shal! I feel any- 
thing but the most profound admiration 
for a good woman.”’ He paused as though 
to relish the full flavor of his words and 
gravely added, “and a good horse. But 
I must tell you that I should feel that 
my wife had demeaned herself if she 
went to the polls to vote.”’ 

Right in those four words ‘‘and a good 
horse” lies the arch enemy of woman 
suffrage. As a matter of fact the editor 
did print suffrage items, had been print- 
ing them, would continue to print them. 
But the logic in the suffrage stuff beat 
in vain against the hard set idea in his 
mind that while his wife was undoubt- 
edly better than his dog and much, much 
dearer than his horse, yet with the horse 
she was to be catalogued as a piece of 
property owned by him. He would care- 
fully cherish her? Oh, bless you, yes! 
But never under any circumstances could 
he think of her as a person who might 
trot along beside him to the polls and 
have her opinion counted exactly as his 
opinion counted. 


Calamitous Counsel——Neglected Nell 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
ITH a wise air I like to give advice 
to all on how to live, so when a 
matron full of woe complained her hus- 
band played it low, by going out to clubs 
galore and leaving her alone to bore 
herself with books and solitaire I told her 
that I wouldn’t bear nightly neglect 
but would advise she can her scolds but 
act right wise by going out herself in- 
stead of moping home like one half dead, 
for words, said I, no husbands care, it’s 
acts that sober them and scare, the fact 
that you a latch-key swing will back to 
you the errant bring; I didn’t choose 
my words precise for no one ever takes 
advice, but she took mine, oh heaven 
knows, like one wound up by springs she 
goes, the hearth is dark, the tea pot cold, 
the grub hath grown a dark green mold, 
the furniture’s all grime and dust, the 
curtains sag, the brasses rust, and ’stead 
of bringing a reform on hubby’s part it 
raised a storm, for many days "twas take 
and give, now he’s gone to the club to 
live, and when the dame too near doth 
stray, I scuttle down an alleyway. 














A Bad Case 
The first amateur—Mine’s got shrapnel 
Sopot é ; in the leg and a dash of fever. What's yours? 
Brigadier (inspecting recently blown-in S Sgr 





4 . “ The second (dreamily)— Heavenly eyes 
trench)- Now just look at that! Cigarette 4 dinky mustache, and a lovely mole on 
end! I’ve never seen such an untidy lot of — pis cheek.—Sketch (London) : 

trenches in my life!—London Opinion. 





The Reason 


Fremder—lhre Rathausuhr sollte doch wie ich hort 
Beleuchtung kriegen, warum ist das nicht geschehen? 

Einheimischer—Ach, unser Bargermeister der bum 
melt namlich gern e bisserl, und die Frau Burgermeister 
kénnte grad von ihrem Bette aus auf die beleuchtet« 
Uhr schaun! 


Visitor—According to what I hear your 
town hall is supposed to be lit up at night. 
Why isn’t it? 

Inhabitant—Well, you see, our Mayor 
likes to stay out late at night once in a 
while, and his wife can see the illuminated 
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clock from her bed.—Meggendorfer-Blaetter People We Should Like to See Interned ? - it 
(Munich). “You say the bullet went in at the front Don’t Blame Him 
of your shoulder and came out at the back. Recruit (after an, hour’s “Swedish”)- 





Now tell me—I do so want to know— Well, if we declare war against Sweden, I 
which did you feel the most—when it was want to be in the first draft.—London 
going in or coming out?”— Punch (London). Opinion. 

















A Wise Precaution 


Tiens . vous barbelez lés fils télegraphiques? 
“Qui, c'est pour empécher de passer les dépéches sans 
fil de l‘ennemi." 





Quite O. K. 





“Why—you are ‘barbing’ the telegraph 


balla | ee Employer—One thing—we must have our 
wires?” ‘ — figures correct. 

“Yes, in order to prevent the enemy's Study of a patriotic Dog’s-Meat Man Applicant—Well, I've never had any 
wireless dispatches from passing.”’—Le Rire 


refusing to feed Germany.—The Passing complaints yet on that score. Sydney 


(Paris) Show (London). Bulletin. 

















Sunlight Grows the 
Hops but Ruins the Brew 











You can’t take pictures without light — neither can 
you grow hops without sunlight. 


Yet — 


Light ruins exposed negatives just as it ruins the 
wholesomeness of beer exposed to light. 


Ultra violet rays of light acting on beer work a 
chemical change, ruining the wholesomeness, in fact, 
decomposing the protein (albumin), impairing the 
nutritive value. But not in Schlitz beer. 


Schlitz Brown Bottle 
Keeps Out the Light 


thereby protecting its purity. That’s why it tastes 
so good. Its nutritive value is unimpaired. It is 
not enough to make pure beer. it must be kept pure. 














Drink 








Order a Case Today 


See that crown is 
branded ‘‘Schlitz’? 


usome 10 Brown 


he Beer _ Bottles 
That Made Milwaukee Famous. 














“A Breath Oriental Luxury” 
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CIGARETTES PARFUMEES 


**THE VANITY CIGARETTE BOX WITH THE MIRROR” 
At your dealer or 


CHALKIADI, Inc., 503 Fifth Ave., New York City 


a One Man and This 
Machine iii $50 | 
to $100 fakin 


Eakins’ profits $1500 in one month 
making Crispettes in a storewin- 
dow. Palmer sold $680 worth 
on Labor Day; Kunkle’s sales 
over $7000 in ‘less than year. 
One machine—a small invest- 
ment starts you. You learnina 
day. Turn out batch after batch. Sell at 


Mokes so 
Popeore Crispettes Sc a package and clear about 4c profit. 
SEND FOR THIS FREE BOOK NOW! 


It tells the whole story how to suc 
ceed, gives experience of others, et« 
It's worth reading. If you're looking 
for a money-making business write 
today. Send post card or letter. 


W. Z. LONG CO. 
1253 High St. Springfield, Ohio 
































Reduced Factory 
Prices. We pay 
the Freight. 





° Make her supremely happy at Xmas 
Free Trial Save money. A gift of refined taste 
that will last and hold you ever in loving memory. A 
famous Piedmont Chest. Always daintily fragrant j 
Favored in the finest homes. Protects furs, woolens and plumes from moths, 
mice, dust and damp. C ~~ ry if. 75 a designs on } days’ free trial 
We pay the freight Gr Sree Write to 
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR: CHEST 6. ,Dept.i7, STATESVILLE, N. C. 


CARPONA 


Cleaning Fluid 


A soiled hem will ruin \ 
the trimness of your " 
white skirt. Wipe it a 
each day with Carbona. 


It cannot explode 



















15c¢ 25c¢ 50c $1 
At all druggists 


SECURED OR FEE RETURNED. 
Actual search and report FREE. Send 
sketch . 7 oe. 1916 Edition, 90-page 
patent boo My — sales ser- 


vice gets full value for my clients. aah y- earvies. mal service. 
GEORGE P. KIMMEL, 225 Barrister Bidg., Washington, D. ¢. 














With the College Wits 





“Do you think the colleges turn out the 
best men ?” 

‘Sure, they turned me out my fresh year. 

Widow. 


” 


The Bat 

Oh see the little batty 
As he flitteth to and fro. 
Backward now, then forward, 
Round and round he'll go. 
Oh is it not peculiar that he 

can act like that? 
Of course it’s not peculiar: 
He is an acrobat.—Froth. 


Mrs. X—I see a man died at the age of 118. 
Mr. X—Well! it was about time, wasn’t 
—Punch Bowl. 


Cooked—Lenny—What part of Brown’s 
new book do you think is well done? 

Jenny—Why, the part that’s boiled down, 
of course.—Chaparral. 


Hence the Heathen—‘‘Father is no 
longer an Episcopalian.” 

“Why not?” 

“He said the 7th inning came too often 
in the service.’ —Lampoon. 


Conversational Cut-ins—Him—How 
did you like the stage hangings in that 
Shakespeare show? 

He—There weren’t no hangings, y’ boob; 
he killed ’em with a sword.—W idow. 


Enough—/ohn—Does she dive well? 
Bill—1 don’t really know—but say, she 
looks well when she dives.—Record. 


Oh, Letter Be!—Daybutante—Aren’t 
they twins? 

Knight—-No, why? 

Daybutante—They correspond.—Jester. 


Hard Luck—‘ Hello, Eddie. I thought 
you belonged to the Thespians.” 

“Well, it isn’t my fault.” 

“Who's then?” 

“Oh, it’s on account of that darn fool 














“Reddy Maid Suits” 











By Mary Lane McMillan 


[a two clever pic. 


tures, in full colors, 9x12, 


be sent postpaid for $.50 
either one for $.25—money 
order, check or stamps, with 
the coupon below. 











“eet 








**Are My Lips on Straight?” 
By James Montgomery Flagg 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPT. J. 9-30-10 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


: . (or) 
Enclosed find ($.25), ($.50). Send Reddy Maid Suits (gn 
“Are My Lips on Straight?” 
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When he wrote the dictionary he 
% put a word in it that would fit my 


voice.” —F roth. 








The Lion’s Roar 
She said, “Good night,”’ she said it o’er, 
As maids are wont to do! 
She said it twenty times or more, 
And still she wasn’t thru! 







Tis strange how different people are. 
Her pater, big and gruff, 
Remarked it once! "Twas heard afar; 
And once was quite enough! He went! 
—Punch Bowl. 









Gentlemen, Be Seated—Bones—Did 
you see dose ten 0’ fifteen nigga’s walkin’ 
down the main street of Bellefonte last 
Sunday? 


















= gan 
. Jasmonia—Uh-uh, dey was goin’ to a 
funeral! ; ; ae 
B—To a funeral? What was dey doin 
4 wid dem tin pails on der arms? 
| J—Oh, dey was goin’ black-berryin’. 
4 —Froth. 
A Good Reason—Siude—I’m going to 
a junk that English Lit course. 
||P Hick—Why? 
™ Stude—I won’t read Johnson. I draw the 
color line.—Jester. 
: ’ ducative 
ic- Educative 


Now Roger once, in a mood of choler, 

Thrust his head under a traction roller. 

The neighbors were surprised to find 

How it had broadened Roger’s mind.—7iger. 





“Good crowd at Chapel to-day.” 
“Yep; lotta committee meetings sched- 


wed.”—Punch Bowl. 
We, Too, Have Suffered—S/e—What 


does your roommate take 10 o'clock Mon- 
days? 

He (absent-mindedly)—A shave. my 
clean collar, my best tie and a car down to 
Law.—Orange Peel. 


Or, “We Have the Beach to Our- 
selves” —He (starting something)—Fairy- 
tales don’t always start with “Once upon a 
time.” 

She (stopping it)—No! Sometimes they 
start with “Isn’t the moon lovely?”— 
Record. . 















What?—What’s a chap going to do? 
The preacher tells us to be straightforward, 
and the physical culturist tells us not to be 
flat chested.—Tiger. 





They Do Occasionally—M adalene— 
W as Jack’s sickness fatal? 

oe guess so, he died.—Orange 
eel. 








Same Thing—Student in L’Aiglon— 

Garcon, I'll have a morganatic marriage. 
Henri (solicitously)—Beg zee pardone, 
monsieur? 

_ Stude—My error. You may bring me a 
little “chicken a la King.” —Punch Bowl. 








Of Course!—He—May I kiss you? 
sete are certain things which a 
gentleman takes for granted.—Record. 
“Sa 
tage oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are appe- 
samps 


and healthful Sample . : . On 
eal s ple of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
C. W. Abbott & Co , Baltimore, Md ‘ 












(Adv.) 
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OUT ASAMAAONLT TNO 


MANHATTAN SQUARE HOTEL 


Budweiser— 
and Other Foods 


There’s food value in beer—as well as beverage enjoy- 
ment. A bottle of Budweiser may not be offered as a 
complete meal—but it has its place in the meal compar- 
able to bread, milk or any other of the dishes or drinks 
that are part of the well-balanced lunch or dinner. 


The alcohol in beer (a small percentage) has its tonic 
value and its use as an appetizer. he hops have a 
nerve-soothing value. The malt not only has food value, 
but is, of all foods, one of the most quickly and easily 
turned by digestion into nourishment. By its very 
nature beer is especially thirst-satisfying. 


Here are Two Little Charts 


that show graphically and in figures comparisons be- 
tween beer and other beverages and beer and other foods: 





Comparative N utri- | 
tious Extract Content 


Comparative Alcohol Content 
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is . (ae 
Average Compositiun of ~~ | Milk | ™ Wine ‘aia 
Carbohydrates - - - - | 52.0% | 48% | 5.0% 2.25% | none 
Protein - - - - - - 7.0% 3.5% 0.5% none | none 
Fat - --+ 2+ +e - 0.40%} 3.7% none none | none 
Mineral Substances - - | 1.0% | 0.7% | 0.2% | 0.2% | none 
Alcohol by weight - none | none | 3.75% | 8.0% | 40.0% 













When you think of beer for your 
table, of course you’ll settle on Bud- 
weiser. Bottled at the Brewery. 


ANHEUSER-BUSCH, ST. LOUIS 
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Ute ean 


50 to 58 WEST 77th STREET, NEW YORK 
300 Rooms, 225 with bath and shower 


Surrounded by parks, half a block of entrance to Central Park 


Parlor, bedroom and bath with shower for one or two persons 


Special Rates for one or more weeks for Tourists. 
Moderate prices. Club breakfasts. 
H. FROHMANN, Pres. 


OPPOSITE MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY 


Convenient to everything 


$2.50 per day 
Parlor, two bedrooms and baths, shower, three or four persons, $3.00 to $3.50 per day 


Excellent restaurant. 


GEO. W. O'HARE, Mg@r. 

















“SHOT BY THE GERMANS 
AS A FRANC.TIREUR” 


is the way one prominent daily refers to the recent execution by the Germans 
of Captain Charles Fryatt of the British steamer Brussels. 


What is a Franc-Tireur? 


Sounds Foreign and Frenchy—doesn’t it? You'd spot it at once as not 
English, and never expect to find it in a collection of English words and 
phrases. 


But that shows YOU don’t own 


THE 3C* REFERENCE LIBRARY 











which, becauses it SPELLS, PRONOUNCES AND DEFINES the newest | 
as well as the oldest words in the English language, including many hundreds 
of foreign words and phrases, used by the best writers, for which there are 
no English equivalents—AND BECAUSE it covers every SCIENCE, ART, 
MOVEMENT, THEORY AND ACHIEVEMENT of man, has been well 


called 
‘‘The Book of a Million Answers’’ 
You will find your answer in THE 3Cs REFERENCE LIBRARY to— 


“What is a franc-tireur?”’ among the million other answers to questions 
that are bound to arise in the course of your reading of the daily news and 
current literature—PROVIDED YOU READ INTELLIGENTLY AND 
UNDERSTANDINGLY—and you'll find the pronunciation indicated so [| 
clearly that you can use the word yourself with confidence in conversation. 


The 3Cs Reference Library is not only INDISPENSABLE, ; 
but is WELL WITHIN THE REACH OF EVERY MAN : 
AND WOMAN AMBITIOUS TO GET ON IN THE 
WORLD —for besides being the MOST 





COMPREHENSIVE 
COMPACT and CONVENIENT 


IT IS ALSO THE 


LEAST EXPENSIVE 


General Reference Library in Existence. 

Every item of information in The 3Cs Reference Library is INSTANTLY 
ACCESSIBLE. With The 3Cs Library at your elbow, when you come 
across such words as syndicalism, syncretism, auto-intoxication, sabotage, 
etc., or references to Przemysl, Czernowitz and other “jaw breakers” in the 
theater of the European War, you'll no longer yield to the temptation to 
pass them up because too much trouble to look them up. It not only tells 
about every geographical name in the two hemispheres, but also how to 
pronounce it. 


It Contains 6,296 Pages Over 6,000 Illustrations 
And a Complete Atlas of the World Printed in Colors 


SEND TO-DAY for particulars, special price, and terms of this Marvel of Comprehen- 
siveness, Compactness, and Convenience. Simply sign and mail coupon BUT DO 


IT NOW! 


Ait OA 


TWA. ARV at 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY, 
407 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 








Without obligation, please mail me full particulars of The 3Cs Reference Library 
NAME : 
ADDRESS : 
— F 
CITY STATE.. ; 
We employ no agents J. 9-30-16 ; 
et 4 





LEED WED HB HH BO ~~ Do a 


+ | around in bewildered fashion. 


| Stories with Smiles 
Genuine—The hard-working fancy dealer had vainly ransacked 
whole of his shop in his efforts to please an old lady who wanted romain 
| a present for her granddaughter. For the fifteenth time she Picked y 
| critically examined a neat little satchel. an 
‘Are you quite sure that this is a genuine alligator skin?” she 
“Positive, madam,”’ quoth the dealer. 
“Tt looks rather soiled,” said the lady. 
“That, madam, is where it struck the ground when it fell off the tree.” 
| Roller Monthly. ~ 


n inquired, 
I shot the alligator myself,” 


Wishbone Not Needed—They were dining off fowl in a restaurant 
“You see,” he explained, as he showed her the wishbone, “ yoy take hold 
here. Then we must both make a wish and pull, and when it breaks the o 
who has the biggest part of it will have his or her wish granted.” 7 

“But I don’t know what to wish for,” she protested. 

“Oh, you can think of something,” he said. 

“No, I can’t,” she replied; “I can’t think of anything I w 
much.” _ 

“Well, I'll wish for you,” he exclaimed. 

“Will you, really?” she asked. 

a 

“Well, then, there’s no use fooling with the old wishbone,” she inter. 
rupted with a glad smile; ‘you can have me.” —W isconsin State Journal 


ant very 


Elusive Heirlooms—Little Esther went to visit her Aunt Harriet for 
the first time. When she returned she remarked that her aunt was always 
busy. 
“What does she do, dear?”’ queried the mother, “to keep her so ven 
| busy?” 

“Why,” said the little girl, “‘she spends all day long in hiding her silver 
in 50 different places so the burglars that she is sure are coming can’t find it.” 

Good!” exclaimed the mother. 

“And,” continued Esther, “she spends all night hunting for it and gath- 
ing it into one pile in case of fire.’"-—Youth’s Companion. 





| Facial Measurement—aA teacher one day asked her class if they knew 
| which was the longest word in the English language. A small hand waved 
| frantically. 
| “Well, Johnny, what is the longest word?” 

‘Smiles,’ promptly answered Johnny. 
| “But that has only six letters!” 
““Yes’m, I know it, but it’s a mile between the first and last one.”"—Thr 
| Christian Herald. 


| Not So ‘“‘Loony”’ After All—Although the notice plainly stated that 

| fishing was prohibited there, the angler sat placidly dangling his line over 

| the stream. 

The irate keeper, who approached him, was surprised to see that the 
line was baited with a potato. In an amused voice he asked the intruder 
what he was doing. 

| “Fishing,” was the reply. ‘You see, my health has been upset by 
financial worries, and I éame down here to see if fresh air would help me.” 

| Thinking that perhaps the poor chap was mentally afflicted, the keeper 
went away without denouncing him. 

That evening the keeper was in the local tavern, telling his friends about 
| the potato-baited line, when in walked the intruder. 


“Any luck?” said the innkeeper kindly. - 
“Oh, fair!” was the reply, as the fisherman opened his basket and dis 
| played a fine catch. 


| “Look here,” stormed the infuriated keeper, “you didn’t catch that ‘ot 
| with a potato.” 
“Oh, no!” said the angler coolly. “That was what I caught you 


| with.”’—Chicago Journal. 


said at a Washington luncheon: 
“A naval officer, to succeed, must be very quick-witted and resourcelt! 
| In fact, he must be like Hamilton Footlites. ; ; 
“Ham Footlites leaned on the rail of his sea-going yacht soliloquizing 
about love while the blue waves rolled and heaved splendidly, each blue 
wave being a super under a roll of canvas. at 
| “But the waves were here and there threadbare, and suddenly a wave 
| ripped, and a head bobbed up in the midst of the heaving sea, and stare 


oe 

Great Resource—Dewey, discussing the naval battle of Skagerrack, 
, 

| 

| 


‘‘Ham Footlites silenced the audience’s titters with one stern glance. 


‘*** Man overboard!’ he yelled in stentorian tones. nele 
“Then the super, managing to draw back his head through the hole 
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Ai you're thinking of 


buying any motor- 
driven vehicle or boat, 


but are in doubt as to 
what particular type is best 
suited to your needs, H. W. 
Slauson, M. E., editor of 
Leslie’s Motor Department, 
will give you unbiased in- 
formation that will help you 
solve the problem. 


Mr. Slauson is an automo- 
bile expert who is in an 
unusual position to help 
settle motor questions. 


For years he has been studying 
the problems of thousands of 
motorists and his own experi- 
ence and his complete records 
of other motorists enable him 
to advise you promptly and 
accurately on any matter relat- 
ing to automobiles, motor-cycles, 
motor boats, motor trucks. 


This service is offered to 
Judge readers without 
any charge or-obligation. 
Write him a letter ask- 
ing his expert advice— 
or fill out the coupon. 


Motor Department Leslie’s Weekly 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Gentlemen: 


lam con 


sidering the purchase of a. 
Give nam f 


u or make if you have any preference, or the 
price you want to pay.) 





Motor Car . 
Motor Cycle 


Motor Truck 


att ase help me in its selection and give me, free of 
charge. this special information: 

















the wave, disappeared. Ham Footlites 
heaved a stormy sigh. 
‘“** Another victim seized by the relentless 


sea, alas!’ he said.".—Economy. 


Airy Fairy Troubles—Two girls in a 
street car were in animated conversation. 

“Whatcha gona wear?” 

‘“*My striped skirt.” 

**What else?” 

“My pihk shirt waist.”’ 

‘*Gona wear a hair ribbon?”’ 

‘I dunno, are you?” 

“TI will if you do.” 

“T ain’t certain.” 

“T ain’t either.” 

“T think I’ll ask ma.” 

‘“T’ll ask my ma, too.”’ 

“Got a red hair ribbon?” 

“Uh huh.” 

“IT have too.” 

““Gona wear it?”’ 

“TI dunno.” 

‘You wear yourn and I’ll wear mine.”’ 

‘* Awright.”’ 

One man in the seat behind the girls 
turned wearily to his companion, 

“Gee,” he exclaimed, ‘‘it must be great 
to have nothing on your mind but a hair 
ribbon!’’—Youngstown Telegram. 


“Blame It on the Tire” 
He didn’t pump it full enough, though all the 
air is free; 
He left it soft and spongy like, and scooted on 
with glee; 
He skidded and he gridded and whooped through 
dust and mire, 
And when it burst 
He cursed and cursed, 
And blamed it on the tire 


He drove it on the street car tracks with con- 
fidence superb; 
He scraped it on the lamp posts and he scraped 
it on the curb; 
He slammed it and he jammed it any way he 
might desire, 
And when it popped, 
Right out he hopped, 
And blamed it on the tire 


He cut it on some broken glass, but said that 
didn’t hurt; 
He kept right on through sand and mud and 
filled the cut with dirt, 
It spotted there and rotted there and soon he 
howled in ire, 
When up it blew 
He blew up, too, 
And blamed it on the tire. 


He put on chains that ground and chewed and 
gouged into the tread; 
He knew his wheels were out of line, ** But what 
of that?” he said. 
He whizzed along and sizzed along, he picked up 
nails and wire, 
And when it banged 
His fist he whanged, 
And blamed it on the tire. 


Who is this man? Go ask the boys who meet 
him every day, 
Go ask: the boys who have to hear the things he 
has to say, 
He bores in and he roars in with words of angry 
fire, 
Though he’s to blame, 
It’s all the same 
He blames it on the tire.- 
Yonkers Statesman. 


Wilbur D. Nesbit in 
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simple thing to patent? 





CREME 


Y¥es tS 


HEN you wish 

taserve an un- 
usual dessert, let itbe 4. ¥ . 
a Creme Yvette Char- ‘For Smart ‘Desserts 
lotte, Ice, Sorbet or Frozen Pudding. It’s 
violet-—absolutely distinctive in color and 
taste. 

It’s a smart dessert for smart people—there is a 

snap to it that makes it pleasingly different from 
the usual flat desserts and ordinary ices. 


Yet, although so unique, a Creme Yvette dessert 
is easily made at home. Try one 
see how easy, and how good! 


Creme Yvette (pronounced E-VET) 
is sold by fancy grocers and wine 


dealers at 80c and $1.50 per bottle. 
Book of signed recipes by famous 

chefs sent free. Write for it now. 
SHEFFIELD COMPANY 


57 Seventh Avenue 
New York, N. Y. 


@RDIAL DELICIELY 


2 fics ‘ } 
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Here’s Your Chance! 


Every man wants one of these joy 
radiators—an extra large cocoanut, 
transformed by hand-carving ino a 
tobacco jar that is irresistibly comic 
tuat will drive gloom away from a bus- 
iness man's den astudent’s room or @ 
club smoking room. Holdslarve quan- 
tity of tobacco and will be an envied 
possession Sent prepaid anywhere in 
U.S. for $2.00. One of many novel- 
ties incliding the finest den pictures on 
earth, illustrated in our 32-page Cata- 
log. Book alone 10c in stamps. Write 
for it. Address 

CELEBRITY ART COMPANY 
37D Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 
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Wizard Repeating fa@ 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without dinger of leakage. ; 

Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 
or by mail, 50¢. Rubber-covered Holster, 1c. With Pistol, 55c. 
order or postage stamps. no coin. 


Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brooklyn, N. .. 


9 PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 
will send you all newspaper clip- 
pings which may appear about 

you, your friends, or any subject on which you may want to be 
“up-to-date."" Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 


WANTED—ANIDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


Protect your ideas, they may bring 
Write for “Needed Inventions” and ‘How to 
and Your Money."" Randolph & Co., 
Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 





Money 








you wealth. 
Get Your Patent 
Patent Attorneys, 








SUNNY«BROOK 


hits 
PURE 


FOOD 
Whiskey 


PURE - MELLOW 
HEALTHFUL 











Instamt Bunion Relief 
Prove /t At My Expense 





Don't send me one cent—just let me prove 
it to you as I have done for 67,532 others in the 
last six months. I claim to have the most success- 
ful remedy for bunions ever made and I want you 
to let me send you a treatment Free, entirely at 
my expense. I don’t care how many so-called 
cures, or shields, or pads you ever tried without 
success—I don’t care how disgusted you are with 
them all—you have not tried my remedy and I 
have such absolute confidence in it that Iam go- 
ing to send you a treatment absolutely 
FREE. It is a wonderful yet simple home remedy 
which relieves you almost instantly of the pain; it 
removes the cause of the bunion and thus the ugly 
deformity disappears—all! this while you are wear- 


promptly in plain sealed envelope. 


FOOT REMEDY Co. 





ing tighter shoes than ever. Just send your name 
and address and treatment will be sent you 


3512 West 26th Street, Chicago, Ill, 











Letters of a 
Self-Made Failure 


By MAURICE SWITZER 
With 14 brilliant pen-drawings by Frank Godwin 


a ‘ 
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The “LETTERS OF A SELF-MADE 
FAILURE” ran serially for ten weeks in 
Lesiie’s, and were quoted by more than 
200 publications. If you sit in “the dri- 
ver’s seat”’ or merely plod along beside the 
wagon, whether you are a success or think 
yourself a failure, you will find this book 
full of hope, help and the right kind of in- 
spiration. 


If you believe that it is more important to know why ten 
thousand fail rather than why one man succeeds, read 
this book. The LETTERS are written in epigramma- 
tic style with a touch of irresistible humor, and they 
impart a system of quaint philosophy that will appeal 
to everyone, regardless of age. sex or station. 


PRICE, $1.00 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO., 225 FIFTH AVE., N. Y. CITY 











Passing the Mustard 


At the End of a Perfect Roll 
(With all the apologies we can make.) 
When you come to the end of a perfect roll 
And you sit alone with your thought 
And you see in the bank but the empty hole 
That your two weeks’ trip has wrought, 
Do you think of the “ fives” and the “tens” you 
had 
And wish for their sight once more? 
Do your vanished greenbacks leave you sad 
When you're glad vacation’s o’er? 


Well, this is the end of a perfect roll 
At the end of a journey, too, 
And it leaves a thought that is big and strong 
For the coin that so quickly flew. 
Now mem’ry has painted this perfect roll 
In colors that never fade, 
And we find at the end that we need that dough 
For the bills that we left unpaid. 
Edgar A. Guest in Detroit Free Press. 


It Is, In Fact—‘ Some oper4 stars get 
enormous salaries.”’ 

“Yes. After reading about the sums they 
draw, it seems strange that there’s enough 
money left to carry on the war in Europe.” — 
Washington Star. 


The Difference—“ Pa, what’s the differ- 
ence between a patriot and a jingo?” 

“A patriot, my son, is one whose bosom 
swells with pride of his country, while in a 
jingo the swelling appears in his head.”— 
Boston Transcript. 


Personally Influenced—“ Charley, 
dear,” said young Mrs. Torkins, “I am going 
to be in favor of government ownership.” 

“Have you given the matter any 
thought?” 

“Yes, indeed. If we had government 
ownership of railroads I might be able to 
tell any conductor who didn’t find me a 
seat on the shady side of the car that I 
wouldn’t vote for him next election.”— 
Washington Star. 


To Help Him Out—*“ You are lying so 
clumsily,” said the observant judge to a 
litigant who was making a dubious state- 
ment of his case, “that I would advise’ you 
to get a lawyer.” —Browning’s Magazine. 


Pioneer Hardships—“When we first 
came here,” said a Dakota man to his visitor 
from the east, “our nearest neighbor lived 
12 miles away.” 

“The land suz!” she cried. ‘Who'd 
yer borrer from?”’—The Christian Herald. 


Busy All the Time—Little Harold came 
in the other day, crying and rubbing sev- 
eral bumps caused by a series of “butts” 
administered by a pet sheep. 

“Well, Harold,” said his sympathetic 
auntie, ““what did you do when the sheep 
knocked you down?” 

“TI didn’t do anything; I was getting up 
all the time.” —The Delineator. 


Sandy’s Gentle Hint—The Passenger— 
I wonder you don’t use a brush for wetting 
your labels, Sandy. 

The Porter—Weel, the company disna’ 
allow us brushes, ye see, so we just have tae 
use our tongues. The only trouble is keeping 
them wet.—Pearson’s Weekly (London). 











Once a cook’s boy ina lum. 
ber camp, now America’ 
greatest shipping magnate 

One of the “Men Who Are 


Making America,’’ naturally 
selected by the poll of thousands 
of American business men to head 
a chapter in B. C. Forbes’ re. 


markable series now running in 
LESLIE’S was Robert Dollar. 


He has helped, not only to make 
America, but to make friends for 
America. He is idolized by the 
Chinese. 


This true romance of the wilderness 
of a western lumber camp and the 
conquering of the Seven Seas appears 
in this week’s LESLIE’S. 





Leslie's 


F stabraded 
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LESLIE’S—-SEPTEMBER 28 


Besides the Forbes article is an 
account of a visit to the Russian front 
by the only American correspondent 
accorded this privilege since the great 
offensive—Lucian Kirtland, who repre- 
sented Leslie’s staff-photographer with 
the Czar’s army 

Also a description of the fighting at 
Verdun by Leslie’s correspondent in 
Germany who was wounded in action 
in the first-line trenches. 





Another page of photographs by Donald 
Thompson, Leslie’s staff photographer in France 
whose pictures have been secured by the U.S. 
Army War College for officers’ instruction. 


On all the newsstands 


slie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 
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A Handsome New Edition at Less Than 
Half Price -ON IMMEDIATE ORDERS 
Notwithstanding this great reduction in price 

a price absolutely unprecedented for books of this 

character—the books are issued in a style superior 


* * * what to him 
Are Plato and the swing of Pleiades? 
What the long reaches of the peaks of song 
rhe rift of dawn, the reddening of the rose ?"’ 


to that in which they have ever appe at ed before. 


cle th, 
tops 


Eacl 1 volume is 8 inches x 514 inches. 
k green, silk ribbed 
with gold paneled backs, finished with gilt 


‘he binding is a rich, dark 


and silk headbands. 
: 


‘he volumes are printed on a pure white paper 


in large, clear type 


are 


here are many illustrations in half tone which 


just as interesting as the text 





Titles of These Inspiring Volumes 


Vol. 


- i. THE ORIGIN OF SPE 


1. THE ORIGIN OF SPECIES 
SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST, ETC. 
4 CHARLES DARWIN 


CIE 
AFFINITIES OF eens BEINGS, ETC 
y CHARLES DARWIN 


~ Ue ind anise” THE BLMOTIONS IN M 


EN 
oman ANIM By CHARLES DARWIN 
NE LURE RESTING ILLUSTRATIONS) 


- IV. THE FEMALE OFFENDER 


THE CRIMINAL TYPE IN ‘WOMEN, 
THE — EVIL, ETC. 


Sy PROF. CAESAR _— 
PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATI 
RE 


Ree H. HUXLEY 


Vv. MAN: Ss PLACE IN =— 


STRATE! 


- VI. SOCIAL statics OR ORoER 


RBERT SPENCER 


- Vil. FT RENTS, OF SCIENCE AND LESSONS IN 


ELECTRICIT By JOHN TYNDALL 
ULLU STRATED) 
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| there is the volume on The Female Offender, by 

These great scientist studied life from every angle. | Prof. Lombroso. No more startling revelations 

“hev will help you solve its oble - ll ope oO c ° ° 

choy wal help yor e its problems. They will open your | can be found anywhere than those contained in 
eves to an understanding of its’ mysteries—to an appreci- - - 

ation of its potentialities. the picture he draws of one aspect of the under- 


No other books are so replete with ideas that can be | : . 
turned to practical advantage by the unscientific reader. | creation. We find references to it in the records of 
You will want to read them not once, but often, and each | the earliest civilizations. he descendants of 


time y¢ 


food for thought. 


The story told in The Origin of Species is as wonderful 
u / 


as any tale of oriental ea - ” 
tionized modern thought. Where formerly there was chaos | study of Sociology therefore is complete that does 
f speculation and theory, it substituted a revelation of | not take into account her malign influence, and the 
hle law < 

Nature's immutable laws. correct measures necessary to combat that influence. 
__ We are seeing the results of the application of these laws | Prof. Lombroso’s work mé ide an epoch in criminology 
t > -sical and ment mprovement ¢ >» hum< ace 

in the physical and mental improvement of the hi man ae | because of the wide scope and systematic character 
Their application to economic problems has already added 

untold millions to the wealth of nations. of his researches. 


A Wonderful Bargain $900 f2e'Mumes "charges ‘pre. 






Don’t Be a Man With a Hoe 


A LITTLE HIRED MAN_-“‘BROTHER 
TO THE OX’’—-ALL YOUR LIFE! 


Stop grubbing with your little hoe long enough to look around upon the 
great world about you. 

In this land of equal opportunity, prove your right to stand on an equality 
with the highest by choosing now the only path that will lead you to real 
success and that broad outlook on life without which the material rewards of 
success are mere dross—start today to cultivate your brain by scientific 
reading, by study, by daily association with great scientific minds. 

This is a scientific age—business, agriculture, war, are all conducted along scientific lines— 
by the successful. 

In proportion as his brain is cultivated just so far is man removed from the ox and the ass. 

In this, the most portentous period in the World’s history, your country needs its best 
brains. Don’t be a “slacker” —a conscript; be a volunteer—a grenadier—a J/eader in the great 
army of modern progress. 

Lay up for yourself an intellectual asset against age and the time of adversity which neither 
moth nor rust can corrupt, nor thieves break in and steal. 

\re you still thinking in terms of the Middle Ages?—The miasmas of ignorance and supersti- 
tion were dispelled over fifty years ago through the efforts of Darwin and his fellow scientists 
the stories of whose wonderful discoveries are told in— 


The Library of the World’s Greatest Scientists 


DARWIN—SPENCER—HUXLEY—TYNDALL—LOMBROSO 
Books That Agitated Society | Prof. Lombroso’s Book on Criminology 


with a Revolutionary Ferment As an illustration of the wide scope of this set, 


























world in this book. The Social Evil is as old as 


d fresh ente ats scove - ; : 
mu will find fr entertainment and discover new | Jezebel and Messalina are to be found ia every 
|.stratum of society. ‘The lair a “The Scarlet Wo- 
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paid. YOU TAKE NO RISK. 











By assuming all the risk and expense in the manufacturing, . * gs 
we were able to make a ve ae favorable contract with Money back if not satisfied. 
Messrs. D. Appleton & Co., the publishers of these celebrated eau TU nn 
books, for the right to print from their newest plates a fine edi 4 Brunswick Subs:ription Co., 449 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 3 
tion of the works of Darwin, Spencer, Huxley, Tyndall and = Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 7-volume set of 3 
Lombroso, comprised in The Library of the World's Greates! © The World's Greatest Scientists, to be shipped, charges & 
Scientists But the prepaid. I agree to remit $1.00 a month for six months © 


ee receipt of books, or to return them at once if not 


PRICE MUST BE ADVANCED = ® ‘7rented: you to refund my $r00- 








. - Name. . we , é¢ebedtncesssncesees eoocsccccce ; 
after the few remaining sets are gone that were made before = 
the present unprecedented rise in the cost of materials The i ele a a & 
price of paper has doubled Even binding board has increased ; é 
100°. As the result of this increase in cost, we can obtain no Ee TR CIN he” a I ; 
more sets to offer at the present bargain price 

Therefore Send Coupon Today : Occupation....... Coceecccecesesseesesecoseee y “ooo ce 4 
a a N 
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“Carry Me Back to Old Virginny” is a plaintive old 
darkey song that touches the heart with its beautiful 
sentiment and exquisitely simple melody. 

And as Alma Gluck sings it on the Victrola, it has a 
charm that is most delightful. 

This lovely number is only one of the _many musical 
treasures in the Victor Record ¢: italog. “My Old Ken- 
tucky Home,” “Annie Laurie,” “Old Folks at Home,” and 
hundreds of other old favorites are just as easily available, 
maste rfully maenpentes by the world’s greatest artists. 


Any V r de u tl nplete line of Victor 
Victrolas—#10 t $400- and p ay the munsic ye va hae W sad flee best 
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“HIS MASTERS VOICE” 
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